know when she was more intolerable: when she was over-
working or when she was unable to work!
In either case she would often reach a pitch of tension
that was as painful to behold as it was to endure and at such
times her irritability was extreme and so was her remorse
when she felt she had victimized me!
Life with John was by no means always easy, but her
variety was infinite and it was always interesting. If I knew
discouragement, weariness and exasperation throughout
the twenty-eight years that we were together I never knew
boredom-----That is why life is so dull without her. That
is why when at last her overtaxed body gave out and she
could drive it no longer and she went to God for rest, I
found that I had lost my occupation as well as my infinitely
beloved companion.
For one thing she was the most simple of people, she was
utterly without affectation of any kind. She was the most
enchanting person to play with and hew she could laugh!
And how, also, she could make others laugh. ,, . Subject
though she was to accesses of deep depression, so often in
these days when people speak to me of her, their memory
seems to be of her laughter and recently Edy Craig said to
me: *I don't think anyone in the world has ever made rne
laugh as much as John did!* When we meet again, may
there be laughter in heaven....
Whether we pkyed with our dogs or our birds (there
was always a succession of rescued birds) or with our home
or went out in search of amusement, she would throw
herself into whatever we were doing with all the enthusiasm
that she brought to her work....
But latterly I would notice with a feint sensation of mis-
giving that her pleasures were becoming increasingly
vicarious. Generous and anxious to give pleasure she had
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